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Author's Notes: 

Its been a while since | posted.or written anything for that matter..What can | say? Writer's block is such a 
pain in the ass life has been pretty crazy these days..BUT I'm here with this little gem that I've been 
procrastinating on finishing (for months..YES, months!) Am | the only one who does that? Does EVERYTHING to 
avoid writing € then comes up with every excuse in the book NOT to finish something you've been working on 
forever?! | don't understand my brain sometimes.. A lot of it probably has to do with my insecurities € self- 
worth issues, but that spiel is for another time! (lol). 


Anyway. tend to get a lot of my inspiration and ideas from certain songs and pictures. That was absolutely 
the case for this goofy piece. I'll hear a song and just immediately envision an entire scene outta it, and if | 


don't tend to it it doesn't leave my head. 


To make a long story short, | had NO choice but to write this damn thing, ‘cause if | didn't | would be lying in 
bed every night with the vivid "movie" playing over and over again. And for me, the ONLY way to stop the reel 
is to purge the idea onto paper... (and it works EVERY SINGLE TIME!) 


For once in my life |, shockingly, don't have any content warnings to make you guys aware of for this piece! (It 


truly is baffling]!!! | know!!! No angst!!! What?l?!?!) -- Listen, sometimes | just need to write lighthearted, goofy 


things... It's in my blood. Sarcasm, angst, and humor..My three niches, | guess | can say. Fluff.Can't say the 
same for that. | don't foresee that becoming a thing any time soon. *cringe* 


Ill halt the notes here ‘cause if | don't I'll be typing all night. Guess this might be a sign that I've been off here 
for 100 long! 


Enjoy the ride! Love you alll 


xx Livdonna 


June 2002 
CC's POV: 


"Wowzal" | bellow with my hands in the air as the crowd before me cheers in psychotic elation, “Boy, is 


it great to be back here with all of ya fuckers!" 

My lips curl into an excited grin at the audience's gleeful response and all | can do is bask in this moment. 

| am tellin’ ya, there aren't a lot of things that are better than a good after-party! 

Despite all the energy | put into our actual performance earlier, I'm never too drained for the afterparties! In 
fact, sometimes | don't know what | love more; our show or the craziness afterwards. Both are amazing 
‘cause of the adrenaline rushing around; the pure exhilaration and ecstasy. But, my god, am | glad to be here 
right now! 

| don't care how sweaty | am from runnin’ around the stage for an hour and a half. Who the hell cares?! The 
fans who have shown up here clearly don't. | may be sweaty with some of my eyeliner smudged down my 
face but my fashion sense sure makes up for that, | think! 

What better items in my wardrobe are there to choose for a party like this besides my favorite blue plaid 
leopard print pants and jacket?! If any of my clothes scream bold, it's these babies! Then when ya add the 
plethora of chunky chains around my neck and the electric blue extensions weaved into my crazy mane..forget 
about it! 

I'm the opposite of ordinary, and | think it's safe to say that everyone knows that. 


| mean, if I'm gonna go big, I'm goin’ real big.. 


Eccentric. 


Unique. 


So, really, who gives a flyin’ rats ass if my friggin’ makeup is smudged and my hair looks like the aftermath of 
an electrocution It's my look after all, and plus, doesn't everyone wanna see that wild, messy rock n' roll 


persona anyway?! 

Well, it doesn't matter whether they like it or not ‘cause they're gettin’ it either way! 

Its been a tradition for years to hold these elaborate celebrations after our shows, and tonight is gonna be a 

night like no other. | don't know why, but | just feel it. | am so friggin’ ready..especially since it seems like it's 
been ages since we held one here..in Vegas baby! 

"Now before | play anything’, | just gotta say how much I've missed these after parties!" My voice spikes up an 


octave that comes out sounding like a squeal, as | grip the mic stand tightly, "Ya know! Gettin’ sober and all, 


that's fun! But this—" 


Screeches from the audience in the small club shoot through my body, sending jolts of intense excitement 
wracking every limb, and now my smile is spread wider than it's been since I've gotten to this place. | already 
know without sayin’ that this is gonna be one helluva party- 

"Now listen,"| let go of the mic, spread my arms out and squawk with anticipation as the disc jockey continues 
playin’ a plethora of different remixes, "This guy ova’ here, he's gonna get us all riled up tonight and | betta’ 


see all of ya up on this damn dance floor losin’ your goddamn minds!" 


My command receives nothing but roars of ecstasy, and that alone is the ultimate signal that | got everyone 


on board. 


"Now thats what I'm talkin’ about!" | screech as the cheers continue intensifying the adrenaline zapping around 


my insides, "Ya betta’ believe this is gonna be a rowdy ass night!" 


And with that, | grab the closest guitar on the stage, swiftly maneuver the strap over my shoulder, and 


abruptly shred the most electric sounding note I'm capable of which emulates a blood-curdling shriek. 
"Now, let's get this party started!" 

wie 

A short whie later.. 


| have absolutely no complaints about how tonight's goin'! 


Time totally flies when you're fucked outta your mind, but it's not like I'm actually fucked. | only had one or 
two drinks..Can't blame it on that! Trust me, that's nowhere close to enough to screw me up! I'd know! | 
gotta be careful, though. | could have a few beers and be fine but anything more than that.. Then, all hell 


might break loose. 


No, this energy ain't from the alcohol. It's just exhilaration | get from the chaotic party environment. Being 
around so much good energy and good music - let alone awesome fuckin' people - is enough to make me feel 


like a kid in a candy store! | don't need anything else! 


I've been wandering all around the joint-a few minutes conversing with fans here and there, and then chatting 
it up with the bartender. Every so often the disc jockey hits the place up with a beat that gets the entire 


place goin’ and can't resist the temptation to make my presence known to the entire damn place. 


Right now, however, I'm back up on this stage ‘cause someone in the crowd requested that | hop on up and 


play somethin’ for everyone - and Lord knows it's impossible for me to turn down such an offer. 


Everyone knows I'll always be the first to volunteer when someone wants to play a cover of somethin! What's 
better than some good quality jamming?! Can't tell ya, ‘cause there really aint much. Nothin’ beats the 
feeling | get when | pick up the damn guitar and start shredding with all of my heart. There's something 
so magical about all of it. Bonus points when | get the mic too! | never thought I'd love bein’ a singer as much 


as | love being a guitar player..but then again, who's got the biggest mouth of all the guys in this place?! 
Í think thats answered for itself here. 


So, | agreed, and with the help of a few patrons in the crowd to play drums and bass, we've been putting on 
one helluva performance. Takes me back to my tour with Samantha 7, when l'd always end the set with some 


Poison karaoke. The fans went nuts over that. It was the best way to end a show..with a BANG- 


My train of thought is put to an abrupt halt by a piercing shriek of elation from the front of the crowd and 


its only now when | realize how intensely I've been shredding for this song. 

Sisters Of The Moon 

Nothin’ better than a little Fleetwood Mac, am | right?! 

God only knows how long I've been up here playin’ my ass off. The truth is that | have no clue how many 
songs we've run through, but | know we've taken a few requests from the guests ranging from Poison and 


Samantha T to KISS and now..Stevie. Regardless..'m having a fuckin’ blast ! 


| could swear I've heard Bret or one of the others scream at me a few times throughout my time up here 


but | got no clue. Hard to hear anyone over all the music, ya know?! 


"Where have the white birds flown?! Have they flown so very far?!" 


‘No no theyre just asleep!" 
‘Oh baby there-in.." 


‘Ooooooh! Where have the white birds flown?! Have they flown so very far?! No no they're just asleep! 
THERE-IN"" 


My last belt echoes throughout the room, inducing roars of elation from the guests but | almost can't even 
hear them over how loud my own guitar is. | don't know what the hell I'm doin’, but ain't that the fun in 
improvisation?! Hell yeah! Especially when | have the opportunity to play around and shred a crazy solo at 
the end of a song! 


And this song is one of the best for that! Doesn't everyone know how Lindsey Buckingham did it?! All 
that blow called for it, | tell ya.But | don't need any of that shit to do this now! Fuck no! Let's just go nuts- 


My throat is raw from screeching so much but | could care less! That ain't stoppin’ me from putting on a 
show..That ain't stoppin’ me from head-bangin’ with all my heart's desire. Hey, if | gotta risk splitting my 
friggin’ fingers open to get everyone riled up, so be it! I'll fuckin’ do it! 


Thats how crazy this discombobulation of shredding is right now. That's how violently l'm playin’ but every 
damn chord that | play is comin’ right from my heart and soul; it's genuine. What can | say..l'm a lunatic, so if 


anyone's expecting some mellow chords comin’ outta this thing, they're in the wrong damn place! 


Before | know it, the song is over and l'm left on the stage with uncontrollable jitters wracking my entire 
body. Euphoric, exhilarating tingles are overpowering every muscle fiber and all | can do is bellow into the 


microphone with elation. 
"Fuck yeah!" 
| throw my arms in the air as the guests do the same with heightened shouts of glee. 


"Thank ya for letting me play for youl" | widen my eyes and grin psychotically as my voice travels throughout 


the room, "Now Asten.. " 


As | start ramblin on about how | gotta take a break to let the disc jockey do his job since he didn't come 
here to get paid for watchin’ me act like a moron, | make out Bret's figure in the crowd drawing closer to the 
stage. Without hesitation, | maneuver my guitar off my shoulder, place it in the nearest holder, and proceed 


to shoot Bret a wink before scampering back to the microphone to address the quests again 


"Oh would ya look at who's here!" | impulsively blurt as | point to the golden blonde fucker with a wide smirk, 
"Must be a coincidence! Its my good pal Bret-" 


Before | can say anything else, the microphone is snatched outta my hand by the one and only, but instead of 
feeling annoyed l'm just amused Honestly, I'm havin' way too much fun to be irritated Any other day I'd be, 
but not tonight! No way Jose! 


Despite no longer having the mic, | impulsively squawk without hesitation while keeping my elated eyes on the 
singer. "Say helloooo to the crowd, Bret!" 


| wave my arms around and point to the crowd that hasn't stopped whooping jovially since this friggin’ party 
began, but Bret only reacts with a halfhearted shake of his head. But | know him well..well enough to see that 
he's fuckin’ amused like the rest of the people here. 


He just never admits it. 


With a swift, friendly wave to the audience, Bret nonchalantly puts an arm around my jittery body and 


whispers softly into my ear, sending warm and fuzzy tingles up my spine. 
"We got a whole load of people waitin’ to talk to you..” 
"| was just tellin’ all of ‘em that | needa’ take a break-" 


"Well, perfect timing," Bret rolls his eyes with a light laugh as he begins leading me off the stage and into the 


crowds of guests, "Cmon, let's go" 
wie 

A few more drinks, some wise-crackin' with Bret and a boatload of fan-driven enthusiastic chit-chat later.. 
" What are you lookin at?!" 


The moment that | hear the iconic beginning of Madonna's Vogue burst through the loudspeakers of this club, a 


wide shit-eating grin forms on my lips. 


‘Oh yeah baby!" | bellow in the loudest, most obnoxious tone | can manage as | throw my hands in the air 


bombastically, "Nothin like some good ol Madonnallll" 


Even though I'm screaming I'm pretty sure the music is drowning my voice out and no one can actually hear 
me, but what does that matter?! I'm just here to have a damn good time, alright! So lemme bask in the 


excitement, would ya?! 


As the steady club beats of the song vibrate through the dance floor and right into my semi-blasted mind, 
my spontaneity enhances and before | know it, I'm hit with an immediate impulse to get up and fuckin’ dance.. 


‘Cause if you're gonna vogue, youre gonna VOGUE! 


With nothing but exhilaration filling my tissues and a whole lotta boisterous enthusiasm, | suavely maneuver 
my way through the crowded area and up to the stage. The neon flashing lights around the club combined 
with the crowds of partygoers groovin’ to blaring music is all it takes to turn every single one of my senses 
on overdrive. 

‘Strike a pose." 

It's like stimulation but without the blow! No drugs needed tonight, baby! We ain't goin’ down that path again! 
“Strike a pose." 

As | make my way up, | follow the infamous commands by the queen herself and don't hesitate to strike my 
best, most extravagant pose | can, earning a few whoos from the guests. Every step that brings me closer to 


the stage heightens my giddiness, and as I'm walking | realize that maybe step isn’t the right word. 


Nah, this ain't a walk! This is a strut, baby! And | sure as hell hope everyone here is havin’ a fuckin’ good 
time takir this alll in! 


"Vogue... Vogue.. Vogue...” 
By the time | make it up to the stage, right next to the disc jockey, the hyped up crowd is cheering gleefully. 


And | take full advantage of the attention I'm getting by striking another pose; emulating the glitz and glamor 
that Madonna created with this very song. 


"Vogue... Vogue.. Vogue..." 


| could swear | hear cries of my name but it's hard to tell ‘cause of how loud the music is, but goddamn if 
this ain't livin’ then | don't know what is! 


What could possibly be betta’ than this?! 

It only takes a second for the real lyrics to begin, and when they do | make sure to dive right in 
Look around, everywhere you turn is heartache 

Its everywhere that you go (look around) 

You fry everything you can to escape 

The pain of life that you know (life that you know) 


If youre gonna put on a show, then youre goin’ ALL out, Cecil! Ya know the damn dance, dont ya?! So then 
fuckin’ do it! Show the crowd what ya got! Show em that ya know how fo put on a damn good show- 


And that inner voice of mine is all it takes for me to start replicating every gesture and move that | 
remember from the damn music video. Circa 1990, baby! | may have been fucked outta my head on blow and 
booze but damn , ya could never be too blasted to forget how to Vogue! 

When all else fais and you long to be 

Something better than you are today 

| know a place where you can get away 

Its called a dance floor 

And here's what it's for, so 

Once the chorus hits, | find myself completely submerged in the performance! I'm voguing my heart out, 
baby, and no one is gonna friggin stop me! Especially ‘cause l'm pretty sure if anyone's dressed for the part 


tonight, it's me. 


Praise God for this glorious leopard outfit | decided on wearin’ It sure as hell makes a statement almost as big as 


this iconic dance does 

And its friggin’ true! People either love or hate it on me but ya know what?! Sucks for them! If I'm gonna 
be bold, I'm goin’ all out! Thats what | do best! Thats why l'm up here, and from the looks and sounds of it, 
people are loving it. But more importantly, /m lovin’ it! 

This is a fuckin’ blast- 

Come on, vogue (vogue) 

Let your body move fo the music (move fo the music) 

Hey, hey, hey 

Come on, vogue (vogue) 

Let your body go with the flow (go with the flow) 

You know you can do it 

As | strut around the dance floor, and move to the beat of the music, the room erupts with elated screeches 


and cheers of encouragement. The breeze from the stage fans hit my face in just the right way where my 


crazy mane is whipping around in the most modelesque fashion..at least that's why I'd Ike to think. 


Oh tuck if, | KNOW | look good up here! Who am | kidding?! Everyone's cheenin' me on for a reason, right?! 

All you need is your own imagination 

So use if, thats what its for (thats what its for) 

Go inside for your finest inspiration 

Your dreams will open the door (open up the door) 

Its only once I'm mid-way through the second verse when | realize I'm fully surrounded by various crowd 
goers, dancing and cheering along beside me. And | can say with confidence that | don't think I've ever felt 
so wanted and adored in my entire friggin’ life until right now. 

With the flashing lights shining on me in all different colors, and fans practically salivating as they rub against 
me with exhilaration, l'm overcome with nothing but zaps of ecstasy coercing through my entire body. And 
what makes all of this even better is the fact that all these people are following my lead! 

it makes no difference if youre black or white 

Ff youre a boy or a girl 

F the music's pumping it will give you new life 

| never thought I'd ever be the center of a flash mob! But alas, first time for everything! And I'd be lying if 
| said that this isn't something that | shouldda’ found myself doin’ waaaay sooner than now. | mean, come 
on! The entire world knows | Jive for the spotlight! This is greeeeat! 

" Yeahhhhh! Go CCI! You got the MOVESII!" 

Youre a superstar 

Yes, that's what you are, you know it 

And ya know what? | do know it. 

| am a superstar. 

And | bet, for sure, that right now this audience is gettin’ the performance of a lifetime..tcause l'm almost 


certain that none of these people in the crowd woulda’ ever expected to come out to an afterparty just to 


end up watchin’ CC Deville do this 


Come on, vogue (vogue) 

Let your body groove to the music (groove fo the music) 

Hey, hey, hey.. 

we 

Brets POV: 

"Man, whoever requested this song really had the life of the party mindset goir on" 


Rikki's voice swims through the crowded club as Madonna's Vogue blasts through the huge loudspeakers. | 
don't know when the song started or how long it's been reverberating around the joint, but he's right. 


Everyone seems to be having a good ol" time. 


| let out a lighthearted chuckle as my lips form into a soft grin, "I mean, | guess you can't really blame ‘em. 


It's a good, fun song to dance to-" 


"Oh shit!” Rikki cuts my statement short with a holler of amused exasperation as his eyes bug out to the size 
of saucers, " Dude! No way-" 


| cock a brow in skepticism at the incredulity in his voice, not sure why he's having such a sudden, intense , 


reaction..to what exactly? 


A confused "Huh?" is all that comes out of my mouth before the redhead throws his hands in the air, cutting 


me off once more. 

"How am | just realizing this now?! Oh hell no, | gotta get this on fuckin’ tape-" 

My face scrunches up in bewilderment as Rikki pulls out his camcorder with a mischievous smirk. And | don't 
hesitate to grab the drummer's shoulders to try getting his attention, while | dart my eyes around the place, 
hoping that someone will give me a clue as to what the hell is going on 

"What are you talking about-" 


" Yeahlll Go CCI You show 'em those sexy moves ya got!" 


Its the very moment that a bellow somewhere in this crowd of partygoers swims through my head when a 


realization washes over me, and | immediately let go of Rikki only to scan the rowdy group again 


The ecstatic roars continue around me and it's difficult to comprehend what's being shouted but 


for some reason, the only thing | am able to make out is CC's name. 
My eyes widen as | shake my head urgently, trying to shoo away any ridiculous thought of that lunatic doing 
something outrageous.. even though I'm smart enough to know that if any guy on the entire Earth were to 


jump at a bizarre opportunity, itd be him. 


But no..No no no, everyone's just nuts right? No, Im hearing things! Its the beer | drank tonight! He wouldn't 


actually start dancing and seducin' his own fans- 


"Woooooooh!ll Slide that sexy leg up in the air ya motherfucka! You're givin' Madonna a run for her money 
tonight, baby!" 


Unfortunately, the next bellow | hear is clear as can be and now there's no denying the truth..because even 
though l'm not looking up, | just know.. 


Come on, vogue (vogue, vogue) 
Let your body go with the flow (go with the flow) 
You know you can do it 


‘Oh dear God.."| mutter under my breath and shake my head while keeping my gaze on the ground. "What's it 


gonna be this time..." 


A light, casual titter from Bobby is all | hear besides the music, and it's not until the bassist nudges me from 
behind when | finally snap my head up to lock eyes directly on the stage, and for the love of god.. 


| should have expected this..| really should have. 
"Beauty's where you find it 
Not just where you bump and grind it..." 


As the words to Vogue blast through the huge speakers, and my eyes stay glued to the stage, | am now fully 


aware that its not just any random dancer up there right now. No..it's CC..of course it is. 
Of course it fuckin is.. 
And he's not just up there dancing like a typical person, ‘cause that just wouldn't be possible. 


No. 


He's up there, selling himself to every single person at this goddamn joint, strutting around, swaying his hips, 
and kicking his muscular thighs in the air like some fuckin’ go-go dancer. All the while, he's surrounded by a 
herd of horny groupies with their hands all over the fucker, rubbing him and grinding against him... 

as he performs the most outrageous rendition of the dance that Madonna made famous. With the stage fans 
blasting on him, he looks like he's tryin’ to be a top tier runway model..and he probably thinks he is, too. 


Soul is in the musical 
Thats where | feel so beautiful.. 


"You gotta be friggin’ kidding me," | murmur in dismay as | shake my head, while feeling the urge to facepalm 


outta secondhand humiliation, "He would" 


"Hey, you gotta admit he's actually pretty good!" Rikki laughs and gives me a playful nudge while recording 
the extravagant performance with his free hand, "I mean, c'mon look at him! Only he could pull something this 


ridiculous of fl" 


"Sure, Rik! Keep on feeding his damn ego, would you?!" | roll my eyes but can't seem to take my gaze off of 
the cheetah print donned idiot, no matter how much | want to, "For Christ's sake, how many freakin’ shots did 


he take?!" 


Now it's Bobby's turn to snicker, "Beats me. You know how fast he moves. He couldda' been popping them this 


entire time-" 
"Well he shouldn't bel" | softly hiss through gritted teeth, "But leave it to him to just do what he wants!" 
Life's a ball. 


"Bret," the bassist sighs and puts a hand on my shoulder calmly, "he already slipped up more than once. You 


knew this was inevitable-" 


"Who says he's drunk , guys?!" Rikki intervenes with a cackle, "Don't ya know by now that CC doesn't 
need anything to act like this? For all we know he could be completely sober!" 


A dreadful pit forms in my stomach at the statement, and all | can do is shake my head with hopeless 
exasperation as | mumble under my breath, "With what's gone down the last few weeks, | doubt that." 


So get up on the dance floor.. 


| can't say another damn word or form another thought before another piercing shriek of exhilaration shoots 


through the club, one thats /ouder and more powerful than any that I've heard tonight. And when | lock my 


eyes on CC once again, | realize why. 

Vogue (vogue) 

Let your body move to the music (move to the music) 
Hey, hey, hey 


lve seen the damn music video a thousand times. It's not hard to tell that Cec is really bein' serious about 


getting everything all down pat. 

"Oh shittt! He's goin’ all out!" Rikki screams in amusement, "Look at our fucker! He's doin’ the whole ass thing-" 
And my drummer is completely right, ‘cause now not only has CC replicated every single friggin’ move that 
Madonna did in that video.. He's not just dancing, he's mastering the entire persona of the whole thing. 
Somehow, he's keeping up with the entire choreography and l'm just standing here asking myself.. how? 

And why?! 

Come on, vogue (vogue, vogue) 

Let your body go with the flow (go with the flow) 


You know you can do it 


"When the hell did he learn this thing?!" | yell over the music in half-amused exasperation, "He's 


friggin’ unreal.. " 


Bobby shakes his head from next to me before placing a hand on my shoulder with a subtle smirk, "Come on.. 
You know you're enjoying it just a /ffle bit-" 


" Hellll yeah, Cec!" Rikki cheers while bouncing up and down with his camera, "Whoooolll 


The second after those words slip outta his mouth, CC's eyes meet mine from the stage. And now he's fuckin’ 
smirking right at me, giving me the biggest shit-eating grin I've ever seen. And fuckin’ hell. 


It's taking so much power to hold back from jumping right on that damn stage and dragging the idiot off, but 
at this point | can't even say I'm not amused right now. Sometimes | just don't wanna admit it. 


With his eyes locked on mine and that damn smirk permanently glued to his lips, CC continues on with his 
performance but now | know he's purposely elaborating his gestures. As if he wasn't being dramatic enough 


before..Well, it's never impossible for him to pick it up another notch. 


Vogue (vogue) 


Beauty's where you find it (move to the music) 
| watch as the fucker stands center stage with the groupies and fans surrounding him, while striking 


the sassiest , most primadoma pose l've ever friggin’ seen. He doesn't soften his gaze on me, though. Not at 


all 

Vogue (vogue) 

Beauty's where you find it (go with the flow) 

"Oh man," Bobby chuckles, "Let's see if he's gonna do the rap part" 

"PFFH" Rikki slaps the bassist's shoulder bombastically, "Of course he's gonna do it! He's made it this far—" 


As if on cue, before Rikki can finish his sentence, CC abruptly grabs ahold of the closest microphone, and it 


only takes him a second to begin screaming into it, in true CC fashion 

Greta Garbo and Monroe 

Dietrich and DiMaggio 

Marlon Brando, Jimmy Dean 

On the cover of a magazine 

And as he bellows, he struts around the stage with one hand on his hip like the biggest show-off and | can't 


help but shake my head at the visual. The guy is completely invested in this but | think the groupies salivating 


in awe around him is what makes this entire thing funnier. 


Grace Kelly, Harlow, Jean 

Picture of a beauty queen 

Gene Kelly, Fred Astaire 

Ginger Rogers, dance on air 

CC's gravelly, high-pitched squawks echo throughout the room and the cheers of the crowd only intensify with 


every word that he blurts out. It's clear that every single person here is having the time of their life 


watching this unexpected performance. 


They had style, they had grace 

Rita Hayworth gave good face 

Lauren, Katherine, Lana too 

Bette Davis, we love you 

"This is defintely one for the books," Bobby clears his throat before taking a sip of his drink with a smirk, 
while his gaze moves towards Rikki, who still has his camera intact. "Wait til Cec realizes this entire thing is 


being videoed-" 


"Pfft," is all m able to let out at the remark because this is CC we're talking about here. There is never a 
time when he's not happy about being in the spotlight. 


"Oh please lts Cec!" Rikki blurts out in amusement, "He'll be like a pig in shit-" 

Ladies with an attitude 

Fellas that were in the mood 

Dont just stand there, let's get fo it 

Strike a pose, there's nothing fo it 

The moment that Cec finishes the rap segment with a bang , a sudden eruption of shrieks, whoops, and hoots 
burst through the club. And it only takes a second for the crowd to begin throwing handfuls of confetti and 


glitter toward the stage. Where the hell did they get that crap? | have no fuckin’ idea but it sure as hell just 
adds to the whole extravaganza, I'll tell you that.. 


Vogue, vogue 

Vogue, vogue (move to the music) 
Vogue, vogue 

Vogue, vogue (go with the flow) 
"Rock it, Deville!" 

"Youre a crazy fucker, Cec!" 


"cai" 


The hurrahs from the partygoers blend into one another as CC stands center stage, once again, covered in 
sparkles, beads, and confetti with his lips spread into a wide, ecstatic toothy smile. Our eyes lock once more 
and he shoots me a quick cheeky wink before polishing off the theatrics. 

Ooh, youve got fo 

Let your body move to the music 

Ooh, youve got to just 

Let your body go with the flow 

Ooh, youve got to just. 

Vogue (vogue) 


The last pose that CC strikes sends a deafening shriek piercing through the room, inducing powerful vibrations 


across the dance floor. 


My head is filled with just one thought, and one thought only as | watch the endearing lunatic make his way 
off the stage and back into the crowd after his bombastic ovation. 


Only him.. | shake my head, while suppressing a chortle. No one else but hm.. 
we 
CC's POV: 


The screeches from the partygoers blare through my eardrums as | absorb every ounce of praise and 


exhilaration being shot at me. 
Man.. That was friggin! FUN! 


My lips are permanently curled into a genuine grin and | don't think that's gonna change any time soon! Not as 
long as this party continues the way its been- 


"Well, well, welll Looks like someone's the new Madonna-" 


Rikkis voice cuts through all the jumbled up noises around me and when | turn my head towards the sound, 


l'm met with him and the rest of my bandmates sporting amused smiles. 


It's impossible for me to hold in a cackle so | let one fly outta my mouth, while swiftly waving one of the 


necklaces around my neck in the air bombastically. My smirk only widens. 

"Heh, well ya know! Someone had to do it!" 

My voice shoots up a few octaves and | strike my best diva pose for the guys, only earning predictable eye 
rolls and head shakes from the three. I'm smart enough to know that they all friggin’ love me for being this 


way..so they can pretend all they want that they don't find my antics amusing. | know their games. 


"Well you really got it down pat, dude!" Rikki remarks with a satisfying amount of approval in his voice, "I didn't 
know you were into that kinda dancing, though!" 


| shrug my shoulders and wrap my fan-gifted sparkly feather boa around my neck with another titter. "l 
couldn't resist, Rik! Once | heard the song come on, | just had to dive right in!" 


The redhead nods before patting my shoulder lightheartedly, "Fair enough." 


Through my peripheral vision, Bret and Bobby exchange glances with each other but | can still make out the 
glimmer of delight radiating off of both of them. 


"You definitely got the entire crowd going," the bassist says casually, "Can't deny that. And |, for one, can say 
| was thoroughly entertained." 


The compliment sends a wave of warm, fuzzy tingles through my body, and | almost want to blabber out 
a ‘see! Told ya | knew | was good! wise-crack, but | don't. Instead, | just let myself absorb every bit of 
the good energy l'm surrounded by. 


"Oh, why thank you, Bob," | smirk and shoot him a cheeky wink, "That's very much appreciated!" 


"Yeah, yeah," Bret cuts in with playful sarcasm as his eyes meet mine, "Keep talkin’ him up! ‘Cause he hasn't 
gotten enough attention-" 


"Pfft" | stick my tongue out at the golden blonde boisterously before slapping him on the shoulder, "Like ya 
think | didn't see ya watchin’ the whole thing!" 


"Well, what did you expect me to do?" Bret raises an eyebrow, clearly trying to keep up his /m-foo-cool-for- 
this facade, "Just ignore it? That's a little tough to do when the entire joint seemed fascinated, and plus... 


you were making quite the scene-." 


"They were in awe for a reason, Bret!" | squawk with adamance, cutting the singer off completely, as my eyes 
widen in dismay, "| mean, who wouldn't be?!" 


| wave my head around nonsensically as the club's contagious energy continues buzzing through my entire 
body while Bret just stares at me with raised brows; a look I've gotten from that fucker all foo many times 


over the years. 


"Ah, c'mon! There's gotta be somethin’ to be said for all of this!" | shake my head and proceed to egg him on, 
while twirling my feathery boa dramatically around my finger with a smirk. 


"Yeah," Bret nods nonchalantly as he deadpans, "that you're certifiably insane." 
All| can do is let out a loud cackle at the remark ‘cause boy have / never heard that one before! 


"Tell us something we don’t know!" | blabber loudly in jest with my arms thrown in the air extravagantly. | 
shake my head. “But seriously , | betcha neva' seen anyone vogue like this before, eh?!" 


| wiggle my brows seductively as | bellow with pride and enthusiasm, only earning a playful eye roll from the 


singer in front of me. And the predictable reaction only makes me want to provoke the guy more. 
"Ya know ya fuckin’ liked it! Ya can't deny it Bret!" 


The singer only shrugs his shoulders nonchalantly, while Rikki smirks from next to him. Bobby, as usual, stays 


fairly quiet.. ever the observer. 

"Who are ya kiddin’ Bret?! Ya couldn't take your damn eyes offa' me! | saw ya-" 

"Fine, you got me!" 

Bret finally succumbs with feigned annoyance, but the genuine adoration in his eyes speaks volumes, and before 
| know it he has an arm around me. The satisfaction and bliss seeping outta my body and soul is everlasting, 


and now | can't help but lean right into the brotherly gesture with my lips spread into a childlike smile. 


"Heh," | narrow my eyes and titter while locking my gaze with the singer, "I knew the truth would come out at 


some point." 
Bret shakes his head playfully. "I mean, it wasn't too shabby for someone without any dance experience-" 
"Ah, whaddaya talkin’ about?! | was fabulous—" 


A snicker from Rikki cuts my sentence short and | immediately let go of Bret and snap my head around toward 


the redhead with wide eyes. "What's that shit-eating grin for?!" 


The smirk on the drummer's face only intensifies as he slowly pulls out his treasured camcorder. "Well, let's 


just say | think we're all gonna remember this night for a /ooooong time." 


It only takes a second for the realization to hit me, and when it does | immediately snatch the device from his 


hands with a mix of urgency and excitement. "You did not!" 


‘Ohhhhh yes | did," Rikki confirms with a mischievous head nod, clearly satisfied with his deed. "You should 
know me by now, Cec. | love my gadgets and | love some good quality entertainment" He snickers again before 


deadpanning with amused sarcasm, "There's no question about it" 


My eyes instantly widen in awe and exhilaration as the fact of the matter hits me; that this iconic 
extravaganza will, indeed, be remembered forever, as long as nothin’ happens to this top-tier footage. With 
the camcorder held tightly in my hands, | snicker and let my lips spread into an elongated, content smirk. | nod 


my head. 


"Oh fuck yeah!" is all l'm capable of bellowing out at this point, as the club's chaos occurring around the four 
of us persists, "Ya better take good freakin’ care of this baby, Rik! ‘Cause if anything happens to-" 


"Oh gimme a break!" Bobby interjects with a lighthearted laugh as he ruffles my hair playfully, "Nothing can 
get between Rikki and his camera." 


The redhead titters in response and nudges the bassist in jest before turning to face me, "Trust me Cec. No 


one and | mean no one gets in the way of my gadgets!" 


From my peripheral vision, Bret shakes his head in blatant amusement, and with that | hand the device back to 


Rikki with a grin as devious as the Cheshire cat as the drummer graciously accepts his prized possession 


There is nothing but casual banter and wise-cracks from the four of us after that for the next few minutes, 


and all | can say to myself at this moment is how friggin’ great it is to have a bond like | do with these guys. 


Throughout all the ups and downs, and highs and lows that the four of us have experienced with each other, 
somehow we managed to keep it together. Even in the darkest of times, the tight-knitted friendship never 
completely broke when it easily could have, and for that I'm more than thankful. 


There ain't many people ya meet out in this world that'll stick with ya for as long as these guys have. So, 
lemme tell ya, when ya click with those dudes who ya know are genuine and authentic, don't let them 


go.. ‘Cause the truth is that ya might not find another group of people like them. 
Dont underestimate the initial authenticity, the kindness or the love. You'll regret it. 


A sentimental shiver wracks my entire body at the nostalgic, deep inner feelings invading me but | know | could 
be feeling way worse things. Still, the raw emotions always find a way to creep through even at the best of 
times, but | guess they just serve as a reminder that things can change from the past if ya decide to take 
some initiative. When ya give yourself a kick in the ass and snap back to reality that's when ya realize 


something needs to change. 


And thank god for that 


Its only once I'm pulled from my ride down memory lane when | realize the small talk between the four of us 
has faded and we've all been chillin’ in the same spot for god knows how long when the party's still goin’ on 
around us. And who would dare to miss a damn opportunity to be part of a celebration that hasn't ended 


yet?! 


On impulse, with my feathery boa intertwined in the various other accessories piled onto me, | immediately 


break the silence with a wise-ass smirk. 


"Well, whaddaya all doin’ standin’ around?!" the remark shoots off my tongue as my eyes bulge outta their 
sockets with nothing but eagerness and ecstatic urgency while | stare at my three bandmates, “The party's 


still alive and we're missin’ it! And ya bet | ain't leavin’ here without makin’ sure we end this one with a bang!" 


Neglecting to wait for a response from the three, | instantly bolt back towards the dance floor but without 
looking | feel their presence behind me and all that brings me is pure satisfaction and bliss. ‘Cause through 
and through, | think its safe to say that we all know one damn thing. 


No matter where we are or who we're with, Poison always brings the party, and that's not gonna change any 


time soon. 


